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One day they came 

From the Eastern lane 

Wearing white cloth of shame 

With swords and spears, they slain 

Whoever comes down the lane 

With the Koran they blame 

Whoever does not speak the same 

Tamazight resent they 

On the plateau of the Nobles, 

Aksel, answered them 

Crippled the, defeated them, danced he 

On their bodies chanted he 

Fled to Egypt, frailty they feign 

With viciousness, summoned they. 

One short one said: 

Oh! Imazighen not easy to slain! 

Viciousness replied: 

Double the army, return to the plain! 

Tihia, the queen, rendered profane! 

For haram woman be in the reign 

For girls they buried alive before dawn 

Doubled the assault, on the plain, 

Imazighen they slain 

In the company of viciousness, the lame. 

Okba, the Omari pact preached he 

Okba, the lame, promised the fish be profane 

For the fish do have to speak the same 

As angels and saints do in heaven! 

For the rock one day shall proclaim: 

Oh! You Okba! Behind me a Berber Jew 

Kill him or let him speak the same 

In Carthage, the Amazigh verb rendered profane 

Bakh, Kan, Bouhtori, Ibn Arbayn 

Whatever intelligible they remain 

Brought from mean desert, the watery plain they stain 

In Carthage, sheikh nessen sat on the plain 

Weaving woes to the hoes 

From Djurdjura, he could hear their echoes 

Shaked hand refused the promised boobs 

Sheikh, Opened the book, picked a line 

Sequel their homes and do not forget their new bornes 

Do Alqarnayn preached he 

And Aksel imprisoned he 

Allah Akbar chanted he 



On the bodies of kids rejoiced he 

Salam venomously preached he 

With the left hand tongues cut he 

Aksel, his beard caressed he 

To free his dominion promised! 

The Arab saw he, warned cronies 

For Wrath on them, Tamazight shall decree 

Not long soon, Aksel danced he 

On the body of the lame Okba rejoiced he! 



